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in which the grand old Chronicle has been preserved
through the ages, so that we can still read the main
sense of what the ancient writers set down.
Scoff if you like, grow indignant if you wish. Say
that I am putting it on a level with any other history
book. You will be quite wrong. To me it is now, and
must always be, the First and Grandest of Books—
yet it remains a book for all that.
But it is a trip to Palestine that I want to describe,
not my own feelings about the Bible, so perhaps I had
better get on with what I set out to do.
One thing emerged bright and clear as we pressed
on with our reading and our explanatory articles from
the Encyclopaedia—the personality of the Lord Christ.
If you are a very ordinary sort of man or woman,
something like Janet and myself, try this test: What
mental picture have you of Him in your own mind.
I'opi certain sure that it is something like ours was—
a slim figure of a man in white womanish garments,
with fair hair falling in ringlets on its shoulders, a
carefully forked blond beard and heavy-lidded eyes,
probably blue. The face is probably quite empty in
its sugary sweetness. His character—well I had never
Bothered to think much about that; all I knew was
Someone who was tender to tiny children, and was
crucified, and who died so long ago, and so far away,
iiat it did not seem to matter.
I knew that I ought to believe that He was the Son
>f God; that He was God Himself come down to
sarth to redeem mankind; but the plain truth is that,
ike most people, I did not bother myself about Him
it all. It was an old, old story that happened long ago,

